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Merry Ficmas 


For such a fancy boy, his personal effects are a goddamn shambles. just LIKE him, perfect where everybody 
can see but a tawdry mess inside.Stew needs no flimsy pretext for his rude rummage other than "Turnabout 
is fair play." Whenever Gord's been busted tossing his or Andy's stuff like a warden hunting contraband, he 
tends to insist intent to be reclaiming something borrowed or seeking something lost, but Stew's perfectly okay 
admitting to himself now (and knows he could if Gord were to interrupt) that he's just being nosy. 


Notebooks on notebooks on NOTEBOOKS [Yeahyeah, numbnuts, you're a WRITER..too bad most of its complete 


bullshit] in teetering stacks, interspersed with pompous knickknacks. 


"What does he even DO with this corny crap?" Stew mutters, taking up an unsheathed jewel-hilted dagger to 
plunge it into the warty, waxen head of a frog-shaped candle. "Prob'ly got Yorick's skull in here somewhere." 


[He'd actually make a fairly sexy Hamlet.and an awesome Cyrano de Bergerac..could easily trade our stage for 


that one..and he knows it] 


Edge of a photograph sticks out between pages of topmost book, this one hardbound and smaller than the 
marbled composition covers beneath it. Oooh, looks like a diary.. 


"What vison haunts your dirty dreams, Stingo?" 


Cracking open the journal where the photo's placeholding, those flippant words elicit an uncomfortable squirm 
as he realizes it's a picture of himself.a rather flattering one, at that. Three-quarter profile, his face caught 
in an expression of studious contemplation gazing down at his hands as he's holding a roll of black electrical 


tape in his left hand, connected by a single unspooling strand between the splayed digits of his right. 


The man in the image appears fiercely focused and intently intelligent..beatifically beautiful. The man in the 
room scowls down at bigheaded bandmate's bookmark, deductively deciphering from slice of graffiti upon 
cinderblock backdrop when and where this image had been captured. Stew has no clue, however, what Gord 


would want with it until reading the words for which it has clearly been used as reference. 


F. A. D. €) 


[verses] 


Black strips wrap fingers tightly, stickwork stirring stalwart soul 
Backbeat grips me nightly, sorry soon this rock must roll 
Although I'm sure you'd like to smack me like your china, crash and ride 


Know I'd endure you to attack me just to keep you by my side 


What do you see behind me as percussive passion pounds? 
Clever gaze reminds me I'd be lost without your sounds 

Wishing to beg you to stay, sadly sure you never will 

Willy once was wont to say "| have thee not, yet | see thee still" 


Whether trinity is broken or was never true to start 

So many words unspoken, if they were would we still part? 

Oft | long to spill my soul but fear you won't believe me 

Your tempo helps to keep me whole, but | know you soon will leave me 


[choruses] 


No vow could bind you to me but | make one anyway 


Let your laughter cut right through me, still I'll fight another day 


Both bruised too tight together yet | burn when you're away 
Dashed dreams of "forever" but let's fight another day 


Web of wills in which we're caught has become more work than play 


For the sake of what might yet be wrought, can we fight another day? 


Stew traces scribbled lines with one fingertip as a single word leaves his lips in an utterly unbidden utterance. 
"Yes" 


Of course it's still hokey horseshit from the uncontested king of horses’ asses..although that might be an 
insult to hardy-hearted hoofed heroes. Very "I/me/my" [How many singers does it take to change a lightbulb? 
Just one. He holds on and lets the world revolve around him] with that cutesy-poo internal rhyme and 


insufferably lofty see-|-know-Shakespeare-he's-a-personal-friend Disreputable Genius shtick. But.. 


Reread picks out "you/your/thee", eyes and thoughts dwelling warmly upon "we" before Stew closes the little 
book and replaces it approximately where it had lain before his discombobulating discovery. ".another day." isn't 


too much to ask. 
[Not that His High Holy Haughty Hotness ever WOULD actually ask] 


Jerking up a jump-rope he's spied snaking amidst the mess, Stew starts tying knots along its woven length. As 
a token of gratitude..a show of affection.he leaves them loose grannies about a handspan apart. Nothing 


cripplingly convoluted or tugged tight. 


Guess it's up to Gord whether this plaything's worth unsnarling for future use, unceremoniously whipcracking 


into the trash as irreparable or just leaving looming hazard underfoot until somebody gets hurt. 


